168         ON THE GREAT WALL

Roman Centurion need a little settling dose of
Magic before they go to tea with their governess.
Ohe, Parnesius!' he called.

' Here, Faun! ' came the answer from Vola-
terrae. They could see the shimmer of bronze
armour in the beech-crotch, and the friendly flash
of the great shield uplifted.

' I have driven out the Britons.' Parnesius
laughed like a boy. ' I occupy their high forts.
But Rome is merciful! You may come up/
And up they three all scrambled.

* What was the song you were singing just
now ?'  said  Una,  as soon as she had settled
herself,

* That ?   Oh, Rimini.    It's one of the tunes
that are always being born somewhere in the
Empire.  They run like a pestilence for six months
or a year, till another one pleases the Legions, and
then they march to that'

* Tell them about the marching,  Parnesius.
Few people nowadays walk from end to end of
this country/ said Puck.

* The greater their loss.   I know nothing better
than the Long March when your feet are hardened.
You begin after the mists have risen, and you end,
perhaps, an hour after sundown.'

' And what do you have to eat ?' Dan asked
promptly.

1 Fat bacon, beans, and bread, and whatever
wine happens to be in the rest-houses. But soldiers
are born grumblers. Their very first day out, my
men complained of our water-ground British corn.
They said it wasn't so filling as the rough stuff